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Send In The Clowns 


Author's Notes: 


Dear recipient, | hope that you like this and that it fits your definition of "something cute"! 

DISCLAIMER: This never happened and | am making no money from this, suing is a waste of timel 

It should have been paradise. A luxurious hotel room, a break in the tour for a few days of much-needed rest 
and recreation. Away from the rocking, rolling circus that was Black Sabbath. No parties, nobody making a 
drunken fool of themselves, no crazy fans stalking the band and no lunatic would-be Satanists sitting in the 
hallway chanting strangely and performing bizarre rituals. Everything was still and quiet, and Tony's bed was 
large and comfortable with possibly the best quality sheets he had ever slept on. 

Except that Tony couldn't sleep. He was tired as hell, and his head ached - but still he couldn't fall asleep at all 


It was far too hot, for one thing - he had stripped to the waist and kicked all the bedclothes off earlier in the 


evening in the vain hope of getting at least a light snooze, but to no avail. Tony resolved that first thing in the 
morning he was going to make a complaint about the air conditioning, which was very likely not working - part 
of him was ready to wonder by this stage if it even existed Even up-scale hotels had their share of issues, 
after all, and matters of heating and cooling were obviously quirks of this particular establishment that needed 
sorting out. A light sheen of sweat covered Tony's chest and arms, and he had thrown his pillows across the 


room in sheer irritation. 


Sitting up on the edge of his bed, Tony was forced to acknowledge that the sweltering summer heat wasn't the 
only problem happening. Half-composed tunes and guitar riffs swirled in his head as if mocking him, and other 
intrusive thoughts kept pricking at his brain even when he tried his best to dismiss them. On top of 
everything, he realised with an audible sigh, he was lonely. Rest, even if it came, would not be welcome without 


someone else cuddled up beside him, despite how stifling the heat was. 
In short, even though he hated to admit it to himself, he was missing Ozzy. 


Tony's bandmate, friend and occasional lover had been missing in action for most of the day and now for what 
seemed like most of the evening as well. Most likely, he was off getting drunk or taking drugs or had fallen into 
bed with some groupie. At any rate, his absence left an obvious void in Tony's night. Even one of Ozzy's stupid 
pranks would have been a distraction from the sticky heat and the stupefying dullness of being alone in a hotel 


room. 


With another sigh, Tony thought about retrieving his pillows, and decided he couldn't be bothered, but resolved 
to try for sleep again, although he knew his efforts would most likely be futile. As he was about to collapse 
back onto the bed, he heard a thunderous banging on the door and a voice slurring, "Lemme in, Tony! Why'd 


you fuckin’ lock me out for?" 
Ozzy had found his way to him at last. 


Tony got up and opened the door cautiously, fully expecting a pail of water to be thrown in his face or a huge, 
smelly fish to be tossed on the bed, or some other such nonsense. But Ozzy merely stumbled into the room, 
reeling slightly. He too was bare to the waist and was clutching a bottle of whisky, which he had obviously 
been sipping from, though he didn't appear to be excessively drunk. He sat down upon the bed which Tony had 


just vacated, and grinned a little mischievously in his bandmate's direction. 


| was keeping the door shut in case some drunk idiot burst in here. And look what just happened," Tony said, 
trying to pretend to look disapproving, while failing utterly. Ozzy merely grinned even wider, took another swig 
of whisky, pulled a face and put the bottle on the bedside table. 


"Just thought you might be glad to see me, is all. Thought you might get a bit bored up here, all by yourself.” 
Ozzy looked towards the bottle and then, unusually for him, refrained from picking it up. He glanced back over 


at Tony instead, with a sweet but somehow wicked look in his eyes. 


"| didn't say | wasn't glad to see you," Tony replied, which elicited a decidedly evil chuckle from Ozzy. 


"Then get over here," Ozzy shot back, smirking. And Tony did, swiftly reclaiming a space on the bed beside 
Ozzy. The singer, however, laughed wickedly again and dived for the discarded pillows on the floor. 


"If you're goin’ to sleep, you'll need these," Ozzy chortled, and all of a sudden was thumping the hell out of 
Tony with one of the pillows. Tony yelled and jumped up, grabbing the other pillow and hitting Ozzy back with it 


as hard as he could. He should have known Ozzy would be up to something the minute he got into the room! 


"Don't be a fuckin’ clown! Fuckin’ stop it!" Tony gasped breathlessly between pillow blows, trying in vain to avoid 
Ozzy's onslaught. With that amount of deadly accuracy, Ozzy could not possibly have been as inebriated as he 
had initially seemed. 


"Nah," Ozzy replied defiantly, and struck again and again until the padded head-rest he was wielding burst at 
the seams and feathers were flying all around the room like demented snowflakes. Tony blinked and sneezed, 
then seeing that Ozzy was off-guard, he got in one more massive clout with his own soft cudgel before 
throwing it aside and diving on top of Ozzy, pinning him to the mattress and kissing him fiercely. 


"Mm, that's better," Ozzy purred as their lips reluctantly pulled apart, "but you're not hard yet, are ya?" 


‘lm tired, and it's too hot, and you're drunk, so no," Tony replied, with a sudden yawn, but he pulled Ozzy into a 


firm embrace at the same time. 
‘lm not that fuckin’ drunk - "Ozzy began to argue, but Tony stopped him with another forceful kiss. 


"Drunk enough to need a nap, 0z. Now shut up and get some shut-eye. And if you keep that mouth of yours 
shut for the rest of the night, maybe I'll find something to put in it tomorrow morning, all right?" 


"Mmph," Ozzy huffea, looking a little pouty for a few seconds, but he said no more as the intense warmth of 
the room and the soporific effects of alcohol got the better of him, and he was actually snoring before too 
much longer. Tony began to relax himself - it felt so good to hold Ozzy close, and to be falling asleep in his 


arms. 


The hotel room was hardly paradise, but it would do. 


